








NOTICE TO READER. 


When you finish reading this maga- 
zine, place a one-cent stamp on this 
notice, mail the magazine, and it will 
be placed in the hands of our soldiers 

or sailors destined to proceed overseas. | 


NO WRAPPING—NO ADDRESS | 
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ur Casualty Lists- 


Let’s not get used to them— 
Let’s STOP them—quickly! 
OW? By rolling up an overwhelm- 
ing subscription to the Fourth 
Liberty Loan. 

















After four long, frightful years the tide of battle is 
turning! The time has come at last when MONEY 











































Me Willian +, Macon. and S-recest William ¥.!* -— 














C6.8420316 


i Ee 
j } 
Li | ly] 


~ 
~~ 


Volume 75‘ J U D C; E Number 1930 
10 Cents a Copy 


$5.00 a Year 





ork New York, OcToBeER [2, I915 ee at tote 











Drau y Zim 
Doinc His Bit 











yy, 


a 


UNC OH 


. 
i 
/ 


Bi. 


Donati 
Tue SIGNAL Corps 


= Mac 


n by Anat 








ee ee ee SS ee SS Se es axe ee 





JUDGE 


“THE 





‘ La 
. Wyn 
Ze Sy 


lpae 
RY . tl 


ae) 











LIED about you all, last night 
to Him. He asked me about 
you, just after He had slipped 
the diamond pledge upon my 
finger. He asked me if I had 
ever cared for any other man, if there 
had ever been another who had really 


meant anything in my life. I shook 


my head for “No.” He said he was 
glad. He wanted a girl whom every 
Tom, Dick and Harry had not kissed. 


His arms were close about me, | was 
very happy and I believed for the mo- 
ment that I was speaking the truth. 
Besides, I said what He wished me to 


say. Then, too, I know you would not 


L mind. 


Tom, dear, of all the men I lied about, 
you were the first. You taught me the 


fun of the game, the thrills that can come at the sound 
of a voice, the sudden, ecstatic, bewildering fireworks 
that can flame up into a virginal sky. 

first man I ever wished to have kiss me. 


You were the 
If it had not 








“You WereE THE First Man I Ever WisHep to Have Kiss Me” 


To Every Tom, 
I Have Kissed 


By Fannie KILBOURNE 


led 


1551 


HAPPY eMEDIUM ” 


Dick and Harry 


Illustrated by AtBert HENCKE 


been you, it would doubtless have been 
somebody else. But it was you—and I 
thank you. 

I never cared so very much about 
having you kiss me, Dick, although you 
did, rather often. But you paid for 
your kisses with the most precious coin 
a woman ever carries. You taught me 
that I was lovable. Because you loved 
me, I saw that others might, too. Of 
course, He thinks He found me. But I 
saw Him first, and summoned Him with 
the subtle call that I should never have 
dared use, had you not loved me. You 
taught me the confidence, of my femi- 
ninity, you gave me the courage of my 
charms. There were a good many like 
you, Dick, and I thank you all. 

Harry—ah, but you were an arrant 
flirt! 
gave me my technique. 



























You taught me that love-making is an art; you 
He would not have found me 


half so innocent, had you not made me wise—He would 
not have found me often so childlike, so naive, had you 











not taught me just the way to doit. And how, with virginal 
anger, I resented his first kiss! One cannot resent a first kiss 
effectually unless one has had practice. Oh, Harry, for all 
the tricks of the trade I—thank you. 

No men “who have meant anything in my life’”—heaven 
save His innocence! From the policeman who filled my six- 
year-old heart with love, on to the man I would have mar- 
ried if I could (I pray that Fate will never let his path cross 
mine again!) they have all meant something. What does He 
think that I’ve been doing all these years? But I’m forget- 
ting you all, now. And I shall never ask Him ; apo ut the 
women in His life. It would be dangerous. Perhaps He 
would not lie. 


Proof of Mrs. Grundy’s Demise 


HE policewomen were drawn up for inspection at a 
I ; 
police function in New York. At the end of on 
the lines two of the women seemed rather hazy about dis- 
The Sergean s sharp eyes, however, 


e O1 


tance and location. 
were quick to notice the defect, and he bawled out, “Close 
up there, you two on the end!’ 

The command drew fire from the eyes of the two con- 
cerned, but for a moment only, and then they hastened 
to obey. Happily they had reco llected that nowadays they 
were not even spoken of as “ skirts.’ 

A ripple of light laughter broke from the lips of the fair 
ones who saw and heard, and was wafted out lazily on the 
breeze. No signs of mourning marked the passing out of the 
once much respected Mrs. Grundy. 


Giving Her a Better Chance 
Girl (who has just fainted in arms of young lieutenant at the 
firing of a rifle)—Oh, I beg your > I was so frightened! 


Y oung lieutenant—Never mind! Let’s go and look over the heavy 
artillery. 








As Much as They Worry Her 

OUR dress,” said a hus- 

band to his fashionable 

wife, “will never please the 

‘I don’t dress to please the 

men,”’ was the reply, “but to 
worry other women.”’ 


No Hardship 
‘“How’s the jury of ladies?” 
‘Do they re- 
pine at being locked up? 

,Not at all, yer Honor,”’ re- 
plied the bailiff. “They got 
three bridge tables going.”’ 


asked the judge. 


All but the Sugar 
Hostess (before an afternoon 
tea)—Yes, now everything is 
ready: cakes, caviar, liquors, 
one poet, two lecturers, one 
tenor, one author and four 
newspapermen. 


Amiable Amplitude 


Jack Spratt, he likes them fat, 
The beauties on the screen, 
They sort of rest his eyes, he says, 

For Mrs. Spratt is lean. 
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Drawn by Rea avin 
An Evening of Music 
By Morris Want 
“@NAY, wouldn’t you like to come around to the 
L house some time this week, say, tomorrow 
evening, and have an evening of music with 
us?”’ said Wilkinson to Barrington, who is so classically 


“musical’”’ that nothing less than the Boston Sym- 
phony Orchestra can make any appeal to him. 

“Better come,” added Wilkinson cordially. “ You 
being so musical I guess we could give you a fine eve- 
ning with plenty of 
variety in it. My 
daughter, sixteen 
years old, has had a 
couple of dozen vocal 
lessons and the way 
she sings ‘Annie 
Laurie’ and ‘The 
Old Oaken Bucket’ 
isn’t slow for one of 
her years. Then | 
got a boy of thirteen 
who can scrape out 
some mighty lively 
airs on the violin, 
and my wife can play 
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ALL Siens Fait 1x A Dry TIME 


almost any two-step on the piano, and you can’t stump 
her on any of the latest ragtime airs. My oldest boy 
is taking banjo lessons, and you'd enjoy a new piece he 
is practicing on. Got a little chap of six who can do 
some clever stunts on a snare drum, and my wife has 
made up a piece that all of *em can play together. 
Come around tomorrow evening and hear ’em, can’t 
you?” 
“You are very kind—very, but the fact is that | 
have a most important engagement for tomorrow eve- 
Indeed, I don’t believe I have a free evening in 
sight for a month or 

Thanks for 


just 


ning. 


more. 
the invitation 
the same.” 
“Well, I'll make 
the invitation a 
standing one, and 
you come when you 
I’m taking les- 


can. 
sons on the flute, and 
maybe by the time 
you come I can give 
you a tune or two. 
You see we are some 
musical like your- 


self.”” 
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A Long Shot 
By Tom P. Morcan 


* NE phase of your village life that mystifies me,” said 
the hypercritical guest, “is the fact that every pleasant 


evening almost the entire male 
portion of the population comes 
down-town and loiters aimlessly 
around until time to go home to 
bed. They do not seem to enjoy 
it to any great extent; they gossip 
without animation, lean wearily 
against the buildings, sit on the 
railings, and yawn the time away. 
Why do they do so? There 
isn’t anything worth waiting for, 
and——”” 

“Usually there ain’t, it’s 
true,” returned the landlord of 
the Petunia tavern, “but ’most 
any time there might be. No- 
body ever knows when a fire or 
a fight will happen, or an auto- 
mobile will run over somebody, 
or a German spy may be un- 
earthed, or a lady will ketch her 
husband buying ice cream for an 
adventuress and lap-jack him with 
arawhide,or something of the sort. 
And you can figger how foolish 
they would feel if it happened 
when they weren’t here to see it.” 


Tue Seven Aces oF WILHELM II. 


“Huh?” 


“Y 





Drawn by R. B. Forrer 
Aunt Jemima’s IpEA or Our Boys CLEANING OuT A 
GERMAN TRENCH 








Low Ebb 
“ Art at a low ebb, I call it.” 


“The artist painted this picture as a pot boiler, and the 
purchaser bought it to fill a gap between two bookcases.” 


Solicitude 

“Did you do something to 
protect yourself against the epi- 
demic?” 

“Of course!” 

“What did you do?”’ 

“T persuaded my husband to 
make his will.” 


Deserved a Venus 
Husband—It is a strange 
thing, but true, that the biggest 
fools have the most beautiful 
wives. 
Wife (pleased)—Oh, you flat- 
terer! 


A Cautious Congressman 

“ Campaigning, eh?” 

"Te 

“Why don’t you pat the little 
girls on the head?” 

“Too risky. In former days 
a little girl was a girl who wore 
short dresses, but that doesn’t 
go any more.” 
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Heard on Broadway 
“@NAN you direct me, 

please, to the 
Gladsome Glades, or 
some equally famous 
cabaret?” 

“Sorry, sir, but being another New 
Yorker, I am as much a stranger in this 
locality as yourself. Ask that. man with 
a valise and a hang-the-expense expression who 
just came from the direction of the Grand Central 
Station.” 


Faith Without Works 
r- - "> . Grandson (who hasn’t decided yet just what branch 
of the service will have the benefit of his talents)—There 
Drawn by Rooney Tuomson . . . . er . 
F / Gee. | . , seems to be quite a diversity of opinion regarding what 
rmer Accountant—Gee, Ed! All we need now is an addit ' : . 
: prayer to say in response to the Senate’s request for 
daily prayer for victory. 
E xpression Grandma (industriously knitting)—Guess any of ’em 
By 7] 7 will do, so long as it isn’t “* Now I lay me down to sleep.”’ 
4 HOMAS “DGEI \ ; 


I is not good to be born a great artist—to feel the pulse 





of genius throbbing within one. For with genius come 
the pains of the creator. 





Sometimes the yearning for expression is almost unbear- 
able, and my genius burns and burns and will not be put 
out save by expression—expression which refuses to be born 

the Cosmic vastnesses of my Being. 

So it is with me this morning—this unquenchable thirst 

expres ion. More mingled with it is the color the 
beautiful, beautiful color of my aura. Today it is violet and 

lack black and violet and at moments a great flash of 
crimson crosses the oneness of that Cosmic violet. 

I yearn I burn for expression, and the pain is more 
than I can bear now that expression is denied to me 

Cosmic, auric, beautiful violet pain 

gut relief will come | hall find expression. Ny keey er 

as promised faithfully that I shall make mud pies this 


tternoon 


Inevitable 

Now that we are to intervene in Siberia, we can hear 
in our mind’s ear the rumble of the presses as our pub- 
lishers hasten to complete aids to the student of Russian. 
\re we to have “ Rapid-fire Russian,” “Stepping Stones to 
Siberian,” and “Trans-Caucasian for the Soldier’? We 
believe so; but it is our secret belief that Russian can be 

poken without accent only through a heavy beard. 
We fear that the inevitable conflict between the publisher 





of foreign grammars and the manufacturer of safety razors Drawn by A. Macnerent 
cannot be long postponed. Written tn THE Heavens 













































Rookie Realisms 


By Private Cuester W. SHAFER 
Ambulance 330, 310th Sanitary Trai» 


Illustrated by ALBERT LEVERING 


VIII. SETTING-UP DRILL 
ETTING-UP is an item of army routine 
that shows the wisdom back of the regula 
tion two-piece underwear and the fallibility 
of the union suit. It consists of an untamed 
series of muscular exercises which undoubtedly 
had their origin in a madhouse and were immedi 
ately dedicated to true art. They call more tis 
sues into play than a response to an alarm by a 
member of the volunteer fire department in Swum 
Center and develop pangs by the oodle. The old- 
time rack was a fairly snappy instrument of tor- 
ture and burning at the stake was always credited 
with considerable class, but setting-up has it on 
these references seven ways from the nucleus. 
Setting-up is featured in the morning before 
the chill has been given a fair shake on a get-a 
way, before noon mess when the appetite is vexed 
and in the afternoon when everything else has been 
tucked away. Every soldier takes part in the 
demonstrations, but, despite this evidence of pop 
ularity, there are few manifestations of pleasure 
The first celebration, with a lot of hurrah-boying 
around, in anticipation of setting-up, is yet to be 
chronicled. An officer who knows the lyrics by 
heart has charge of the slaughter. He arranges 
the company and kicks in with all the suggestions. 
Once he gets the cadence going properly it’s his 
coin. No officer has failed to win the toss thus far. 
A distinction may be made between setting-up 
and all other army duties by the commands “ Un- 
cover” and ‘Recover.’ ‘‘Uncover”’ leaves the 
soldier hatless, blouseless, gloveless and absolutely 
unprotected. In this condition he is nuts for the 
gyrat ions. ‘‘ Recover” is reckoned as the sweetest 
command any officer ever gave. It calls for a resto 
ration of the issue clothing and a cessation of antics. 
After this is given the commander has but one card 
left toplay. That is ‘double time”’ back to the bar- 
racks. Allsoldiers who survive setting-up succumb 
to this. So the game always comes out just even. 
Once upon a time there was a soldier who wrote 
his commanding officer and requested permission 
to do his setting-up in bed. He wrote the letter 
according to the best military form, had it indorsed 
63 times and sent it through military channels, 
but it was not honored. This incident is still con- 
sidered very singular by the soldier who will cele- 
brate his second anniversary at Fort Leavenworth 
early next month. 
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Anxious to Help: 
“Uncle” Walt’s Exclusive 


HE stress of wartime spurs and quickens one’s 
soul, that basked in ease; last night, while I 
was stealing chickens, I had such thoughts as 

these. 

In times of peace I loafed and 
idled, as slothful as can be, save 
when with righteous ire I bridled, 
if some one chided me. I hated 
things that looked like labor, | 
scoffed at honest toil, and looked 
with pity on my neighbor, who 
manicured the soil. I’d eat a 
large and costly -dinner, and in 
my rocker rock, and I would say, 
“Sleep is a winner—I’ll slumber 
round a block.” 

But stress of wartime saw me 
waken, it roused my pep and grit; 
I said, ** All men should earn thei: 
bacon, each one must do his bit.”’ 

So now, when darkness round 
me thickens, I go my noiseless Eka, Sars 
way, and swipe a lot of drowsy  Drnon by E. Fuonm 





Sy Walt Mason 


eekly Message to Judge 


The thought of toil no more affrights me, or makes 
me fret or chafe, and my dark lantern nicely lights me 
to crack a grocer’s safe. 

The thought of idleness I’m 
scorning, I loathe the idle dub; 
and when | wake at early morn- 
ing, I feel I’ve earned my grub. 
An ear of corn for which you’ve 
labored tastes better, bet your 
life, than roasted turkey deftly 
sabered with idler’s carving knife. 
The finest sauce that’s been in- 
vented is work that draws the 
sweat; it makes the weary soul con- 
tented that has been wont to fret. 

A million gents who, in times 
olden, loafed round and gathered 
grease, have found the _ tonic, 
priceless, golden, that gives the 
spirit peace. They’ve shaken off 
the sloth that filled them and 
clogged their minds with grime, the 
laziness that would have killed 





chickens, and eat the same next Last Nicut, Waite I Was Sreatixnc Curcxens, them ten years before their time. 
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I earn the coin to buy my 
torches, no effort do I shirk; I’m growing skilled at 
climbing porches, and second story work. 
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What a Relief! 
HE traffic cop raised his hand and the motorist pulled 
up abruptly. 
“Just a minute,” said the cop. 
“Ugh.” “ 
“Could I sell you a ticket to S 
the policemen’s picnic?” 
There was a long pause. And 
then 
“Well, I should say you 
could,” chirped the motorist. “I 
thought I was pinched.” 


A Proper Study 

“Shall we send our son to a co 
educational college?” 

“I’m in favor of it. It won't 
hurt him to learn something 
about women along with his other 
education.” 


Genius 
“What makes you think Jim 
has got executive ability?” 
“Because none of his creditors 
can collect from him.” 


Been There 
Traveler—You cannot tell how 
terrible an experience it is to be 


st in the desert. 

I € desert Drawn by C.D. Barcne tor 
Joneson—Oh, yes, I can. I 

used to live in a dry town. Teaching the young idea 





In GERMANY 


The world must labor like the 
dickens, must leave its bed of 
ease; last night, while I was stealing chickens, I had 
such thoughts as these. 

A Stern Eee 
The Past Forgiven 
WILLE. the office-boy, who is getting five a week, and is 
convinced that he is within the category of “employees 
essential to the success of the 


/ enterprise,” asked the boss last 
ty y week to raise his stipend to 
Va seven-hity. 

4, “Why, Willie,” the potentate 


somewhat pompously replied, un 
blushingly using the old stuff 
once more, “ when I was your age 
I worked for half what you’re 
getting now.” 

* Aw, come on, boss,” coun- 
tered Willie. “All I want is the 
raise; I ain’t lookin’ for no lesson 
in early American history.” 


As Usual 
“Have the police made any 
progress in that murder case?”’ 
“Oh, yes, they’ve got ten 
theories now regarding it.” 


A Novel with a Purpose 

A uthor—One of my love stories 
brought me over 100,000 dol- 
lars. 

Friend-—Which one? 

Author—The one I began at 
Palm Beach, and finished last 


“kultur” in shooting. week at the altar. 
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A TRENCH IN FRANCE” 


Arabella Does Her Bit 


By 


Illustrated by 

Arabella Wright’s suitor 
\merican Expeditionary Force 

France. If they would form a 

and perhaps their number had 

for Arabella to fix her 


were 


assembled 

made 

it impossible attec- 
certainly. 

Life to 

But in common with several of her girl friends she had 


She thought she also ought to go to the 


tion 
> ; ; ‘ ; 
\rabella was tiresome in the circumstances. 


an obsession. 


front and do her bit. The manner of doing it was quite 
How she won the consent of her 


in her mind. 
parents to the adventure is a mystery. 


indefinite 
The way of a 


favorite child with fond parents is always a mystery; 


and 


the war has quite upset former notions. 
\rabella sailed with three girl friends, all enthusiasts, 





LAWRENCI 


J. A. WALDRON 


FELLOWS 


and all armed with letters to persons who were supposed 
to be anxious to aid their patriotic aspirations. In 
Paris the girls Sey arated to pursue tl eir seve ral de ti- 
nies, and there \rabella met an American colonel, a 
friend of the familv, whose interest her ambition she 


¢ 
( licited. The colonel, like most soldiers, was a man ol 
He cabled Arabella’s father 


answering < ordered het 


to sucn 


bac k 


action. 

that an 

emptorily. 
Unconvinced but 


purpose 
able home per- 
dutiful, Arabella tarted 
a stateroom on one o! the few 


to obe Vy. 
Influence secured for her 
steamers sailing from English ports, and like influence 
got her across the Channel. 

She had a few days in London. 
out of the Hotel Cecil one morning she 


As she was coming 
Saw entering a 
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a livel g anda alone he began 
[ ) all he ) J O Ca \ ¢ a all ( € Uup- | 
for any branch of he er- tairs t¢ ird ( tle 
vice He had a | gh-power ho pital 
car which he drove like a Mrs. Wright, hearing 
rofessional He showed hat in such a domicile 
patriotism by waiting al- amounted to a disturbance, 
st every morning in tront wa§ encountered in the hall, 


of the Army Building in 


hope that his car might be 9 ?”""""™™ 

needed for special service D’ya Hear Tuat, Ik: \N 
Occasionally he drove an 

officer here or there in emergenc\ And often he ran 


up to the curb and invited soldiers weary with walking 
for spins about town. 
Arabella had induced her father to fit up a small 
om in their spacious house as a miniature hospit 
The family physician laughed at her 


vhen she asked him to use his influence to geta soldier 


th two beds. 
patient or two from some crowde: 
Miss Deane might put their skill into practice. 


- ‘ t i . 
you ever see a soldier ill on the street bring him 


t I 
K, Gear, she said 1er Drother one day iT 


home.” Jack, quite sure it would never happen, 
promised to do so 
One morning at the Army Building Jack was hailed 


by an orderly. Captain Archibald Clive wished to make 


rip uptown. Jack had an ingratiating way. 
Before they reached Fulton Streét he was on terms of 
familiarity with his passenger. 

Captain Clive was English, and amazingly re- 


° 1 
a QUICK 








S| eak. She followed 
laborious way upstairs. 


Arabella came out of 


Prane Buzzin’ Over | 


room on the second floor just as the captain, jolted to 





mself, began to assert volition. 
Seg pard 
about, “but I shall be fit in a moment.” 
Then Miss Deane appeared behind Arabella 
uttered a genteel scream: 


“Why, it’s Archie!” 


3y Jove, Edie, vou here! was the Captain § 


response. 


And under the eves of the wondering observers 


something happened that reversed Arabella’s exclu 
information that there had been an estrangement. 


No Style 


‘I’ve heard a good deal about this lady novelist. Professor 


Highbrow told me he admired her style.” 

“Well?” 

“T saw her yesterday. She hasn’t any style. She lo« 
like a frump.”’ 


but was too frightened to 


lon,” he said, straightening up and looking 
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her 


and 


sive 


yked 











of, 


\ 
AMER 1 GAN 
SOLDIERS > 
aft { >> 


* ~ le 
Of LEP Ia 5 





Drawn by Russ Westovex 


A ReEcKLEss DRIVER 








Quips and Quirks 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


An Artocracy 


HE human race has tried every form of govern- 
I ment, and they have all failed. 

The next form will be socialism, or govern- 
ment by wicket and referendum, a feudalism of office- 
holders, an oligarchy of petty tyrants. 

One form, and one form only, we have not tried 
a government for artists, by artists and of artists. 

A ruler who is a great poet and a cabinet made up of 
a Secretary of Music, a Secretary of Painting, a Secretary 
of Satire, a Secretary of Dancing—and so on—why not? 

The world will soon be experimenting with “new” 
social forms. Let us try an Artocracy. 


WwW" 


Paradoxes of Progress 
j go on by dy ing. 
Great civilizations are founded on war. 


Victory is for those who know when to weaken and 
when to strike. 

Defeat is the mother of character. 

Civilization is like a runner—it takes some steps 
backward in order to reach its goal. 

The human race learns to walk by falling down. 

On the ruins of empires grow the gardens of freedon 


Ennui 


NNUI is a word invented by those who dare not 

admit they are poor enough to be tired or silly 
enough to be bored. 

Only. the very poor dare admit they are tired. It 
sometimes comes from overwork. 

The “‘smart set”’ is the province of the bored. The 
bored have a coat of arms—a lounge-lizard yawning, 
in an opera seat. Debt couchant in the rear. 

Ennui is the fourth dimension of both the tired and 
the bored. It is a state of lassitude where things just 
occur, but nothing ever happens. 

Its coat of arms is a lemon fleuri. 


Aberrations 

UTHORS’ motto: Nothing succeeds like a check. 

Colonel House is silent, and never speaks about it. 

A woman’s heart is like her muff—you never can 
tell! 

There are so many brilliant writers in the world 
now that it really pays to be stupid. 

It is now said that King David did not write the 
Psalms. But Dave brought home the Bacon just the 
same. 

















CONGRESS AND THE COMMONS 


ORE than half a century ago, Cobde: 
told the Ho ise of Commons that “ Frank- 
lin or Washington never spoke more than 
ten minutes at a time,” that “the Ser- 
mon on the Mount can be read in twenty 

minutes, the Lord’s prayer takes one minute to repeat.” 
He wished there was some way to curb the Common 
oratory. 

We have plenty of prolix talkers in Congress, but 

have something worse. Page after page of unde- 
be speeches are printed in the Congressional Record 

1 franked broadcast at the public expense. Obscure 
me embe rs who never open their ‘mouths in Congress open 
their secretary’s mouth in the Record. Speeches and 
editorials by men who never sat in Congress are printed 
and franked inthis way inorder to fleece Uncle Sam of the 
cost of circulating them. 

It is bad that public 
money should be wasted 
when it is so needed. It 
is bad that print paper 
should be worse than 
wasted when the supply 
is all too scant. 

It is worse that popu- 
lar confidence in our pub- 
lic men should be trifled 
away by tricks like this. 
God help the world, if in 
this crisis it should Cease 
to trust the public men of 
(merica! 


Tue Goop WILL 
3EHIND 


OLICITORS for war 
S funds in some parts 
of the country have 

tried to threaten, intin 
date and browbeat peopl 


into increased subscrip- 


tions. Of course, this sort 


of thing won't do These 
men meant w =. They let 
their zeal outrun their dis- 


cretion. We are eal li able te 
lo that in the stress of a 
great cause which demands 
1¢ maximum of results in 
he minimum of time. 
The government that) «Now. Witnen, Tet Your I 


can conscript Our men can AMERICANS oO} 


FRDITORIAL 
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onscript our money, and if need be, will do just that 
But that’s another story. These war loans and wa: 
chests are, and they must remain, the people’s free will 
offering. The government so understands them; the 
country so understands them; the kaiser so under- 
stands them, at last! 

Nothing that savors of duress will be tolerated. 
Nor is there excuse therefor. Never was the impulse 
to help more generous or more general than in our war 
drives in America. 

What counts, when the Liberty Loan is oversub- 
scribed? The money? Oh, no, it is the good will be- 
hind! ‘The kaiser knew we had the money. It is the 
eagerness with which we consecrate it that makes his 
throne totter! 

Every Liberty Bond that is purchased by an indi- 
vidual is another nail driven hard into the Kaiser’s coffin. 
This has been said before but nothing is so literally true. 


SIXES AND SEVENS 
T costs us $40,446 a min- 
ute to keep up the war, 
they say. It would cost us 
a few million times that to 
let up on it—and Kaiser 
Bill wouldn’t even ask 
to approve the minutes. 
= * * 

The wages of sin is 
death. No deferred classi- 
fication on account of 
skill and experience in the 
industry. 

* * 7 

King George, they say, 
is wearing a $14 suit of 
clothes. Come on, George 
—be a good fellow—put 
us next to where you get 
the $14! 

* * * 

There is a movement 
on foot to restore the 
throne in China. After 
all, it might pay dealers in 


second hand antiques to 
Carry a few thrones. 
* * * 

Nic \doo “hasn't felt 

o well since he was a 

boy.”’ Good reason why! 

Since that magic time, 

rue Truta. Are Tuere Axy till now, he hadn't had the 

uR Front choo-choos to play with. 
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YOUNG THINGS COURTSHIP 


Served Him Right—He was trying to 
excuse himself to her for being a slacke1 
“T’d rather be a live rabbit than a dead 


Between Girls—‘‘Should one kiss a 
young man good-night?” 


“If you can’t get rid of him any other 
lion,” he said. 


“Well,” replied the girl, “you get your 
wish.’’—Boston Transcript. 


way I consider it permissible * Louts- 
€ Courier-Journal 


Matched—“ Has that dove-eyed girl 
found her affinity yet?” 
“Yes; he’s pigeon-toed.”’—Baltimore 


Busy Girl—* Making any progress in 
your courtship?”’ 

“Not much. I'd like to hold her hand 
but of course I can’t ask her to stop knit 
ting for that purpose.”—Kansas City 








American 








Her Impression— A girl who was run-_ ee ee Ce eee Jeurae. 
ning a London bus was making out her — chettes a Pinstar du Matin... . avec cour 
first report. Under the heading “Acci- complet d’English language!” Wouldn't Work— Mary had a sweet 
dents,” she stated: “ Bumped into an old “All the rage, my dear! Cuffs with a con heart who was not altogether acceptabl 
gent.’’ Under the heading “ Remarks,” plete course sagt a agen pe Nal _> to her parents, and she got many quiet 
she said: “Simply awful.’’—Christian a a : : hints as to giving him his dismissal 
Register These hints, however, went altogether un 


heeded, and at length her father took the 
bull by the horns and spoke out quite 
plainly on the subject. 

“Look here, Mary, I don’t like that 
young fellow coming here so much. Next 
time he pays a visit just give him the cold 


Not the Only One 

A Fable—Once upon a Time there was 

; a Young Girl who was Awful Wilful. 
She was wooed by a Pleasant-spoken 
Young Man, and she said Yes without 
consulting Anybody. The Marriage was 
of the Sort known as Unhappy, if you 
know what I mean, and all her Friends 
wagged their heads and said: “I told you 
so! If you had asked my Advice, I could 
have Warned you against him! I knew of 
his Short-comings and his Goings on!” 
\lso, once upon a Time, there was an- 
other Young Girl, most Shy and Timid. 
\nd every time she had a Proposal she 
asked her Friends and Relatives for 
Advice. And One and All they said, 
Each Time: “Oh, my Dear! Don’t 
marry him! He is most Undesirable!” 
So the Young Girl never Married at all. 
Che morals of this fable are: In a mul 
titude of counselors there is safety and too 
many cooks spoil the broth.—Town 





shoulder.” 

Mary smiled, showed her teeth prettily, 
laid her hand ,coaxingly on her father’s 
arm and said: 

“But, papa, what good would that do? 
He's a vegetarian.” —Paris Herald. 


Knew What She Was About—“ And 
you allowed that young man to kiss you.” 

oe ie 

“That was very indiscreet.”’ 

“Not at all. I had looked up his 
financial standing.’’—Boston Transcript 


When the Censor Sleepeth—Is it 
any wonder print-paper is scarce? A Chi 
cago paper takes up an entire half pag 
with a picture of a young man and young 











Top 
woman embracing, with the following 
Smoked Out—‘ This, Miss Jones,” printed beneath it: “‘I will never lov: 
said the botanist from the college, “is the The Little *Un—Blimy, I’m going to have another man,’ said Theodora, ‘“‘and their 
tobacco plant = five minutes alone wit that ergeant alter lips met tor one last kiss, in which if 
. . ‘ the war Te ; 
Miss Jones—How very interesting The Bie *l No | eT seemed they exchanged their very souls 
= - : he , ? ) lear, MV iad: 5 ° 
And when does it begin to bear ciga- You’ll be waitin’ in t = line for that © censor, where is thy club?—Aansas 
rettes?-—London Tit-Bits. chance!—Bystander (London). City Star. 
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One Great Advantage—* Maxine,” 
queried the teacher of the head scholar, 
what is the difference between electri 

itv and lightning?” 
‘You don’thave to pay nothing for light- 
ling,”’ answered Maxine.—Chicago News. 


A Surprised Flea—* Pop?” 
“Well, Junior 2 
I was just reading that, for its size, a 
flea can jump farther than any other 
creature.” 
‘So I understand.” 
‘And I was just thinkiyg if a flea on a 
dachshund should jump ¥ 
“Ves a 
How surprised it 
find was still on the same dog 


} { town Telegram 


A Special Messenger—“ There, now 
ried a little girl, while rummaging 
through a drawer in a bureau—“ there 
now, grandpa has gone to heaven without 
his spectacles. What will he do?” 

And shortly afterward, when another 
aged relative was supposed to be sick 
unto death, she went running to his bed 
ide with the glasses in her hand and a 
message on her lips 

You goin’ to die?” 

‘They tell me so.”’ 

Goin’ to heaven? 


Pe hope so.”” 
“Well, here are grandpa’s spectat les 
Will you take them to him?’’—London 


Tit-Bits 
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Corrected— 7 cacher—Wiillie, have you 
whispered today without permission? 

Willie—Only wunst 

Teacher—Johnny, should Willie have 
said “‘wunst”’ 

Johnny—No’m—he should have said 
twict.— Boston Transcript. 


Turn About—Ofice Boy—Can I get 
off to go to the ball game 

Boss—No, you can’t. Furthermore, 
you will have to work this evening; the 
office is scheduled for a double-header.— 


Boston Trans: ripl 


The Decline and Fall of Hindenburg 
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WHEEZES 


Illegally Clever—‘ What a silly ex 
pression: ‘No more sense than the lav 
allows.’ Did you ever know a man who 
had more sense than the law allowed?” 
_ “Certainly! The jails are full of fellows 
who got there by being too smart.” 
Boston Transcript. 


Query—/ cach The ansient Greeks 
were handsome people 

Ichabod—Whaddye mean, ancient? 

Teacher—Ancient means very old 

I chabod—How old did they have to be 
before they got good looking? Youngs 


town Tclegram. 


Poor Mr. John!—‘ What's leisure 
pa?” 

“Leisure, my son, is the two minutes’ 
rest a man gets while his wife is hunting 
up something else for him to do.” 


Boston Transcript. 


Still Signs of Life—A Glenwood 
Avenue man, calling at the house of a 
neighbor, inquired of the matron who 
answered his summons: 

“Is Mr. Soandso in?” 

“No,” replied Mrs. Soandso, “he is 
down at the Lake Glacier bathing pool.”’ 

“ Taking a dip?”’ 

“No, he likes to watch the diving 
girls.” 

“T thought he was too old and too dig 
nified to be interested in that sort of 
thing.” 

“When George doesn’t take any inter 
est in bathing girls,’ said Mrs. Soandso 
‘I am going to have him buried, becaus« 
then I will know he is certainly dead.” 


Youngstown Telegram. 


Its Usual Name—* What a narrow 
street that is!” said the visitor being 
shown about the suburban town by a 
citizen 

“Ves, it’s narrow,” replied the citizen 

“And in wretched condition. See the 
holes in the pavement.” 

“Yes, it looks bad.” 

“ And dirty everywhere. What is the 
name of that street?” 

“That’s Grand _ Street.”—VYonkers 


Statesman. 


Breathe It Gently—Mrs. Binks 
This paper tells of a man who lives on 
onions alone 

Mrs. Jinks (whose husband eats them) 

Well, anyone who lives on onions 
ought to live alone.—London Tit-Bit 











DOCTORS 


Matter of Expense Doctor, what 
the matt th me?” 

Yo | ibout hree mo ns ré 
ro busi ss hat 5 ll 

Chree mont! res That will cost 

ive thousand dollars. The other do« 


n operation lor appen 
would me 
hundred dollar I think I'll let 


Doctoi Leisure Hour 


cost only one 


him 


operate 
t 


A Tactful Friend 


COCK Says nat 


Raymond Hitch- 
' while he was lying 
in a Philadelphia hospital, convalescing 
from an operation for appendicitis, one of 
tool friends, the 
wrong thing in the wrong place, called on 


those who always say 
him and told him the following story to 
cheer him up: 
Philadelphia’s most famous appendi 
citis expert has a dog of which he thinks 
great deal, which had a lopsided walk 
\ friend asked the doctor on one occasion 
the cause of this 
“Why ’ was the 
pendicitis.”’ 
Chen 
queried the caller 
“What 
that dog’s worth a | 


Pharmaceut Era. 


reply, “he’s got ap- 


why don’t you operate on him?”’ 


x 
ha 


Why, 


indred dollars.” 


opera { on dog! 


Save Something—The boldness, but 


tt the st modern surgery is 


exemplified in the following dialogue 
“What is on tha 


‘That is 
+} 


tumor; it weigns I12 


t plate ’ 


Imor; it 1s very large 


pounds; the pa 
tient weighed 88 pounds.” 

“Was the 
patient?” 

“No, the patient was removed from 
the tumor.” 

“Did you save the patient?’ 

“ No, we did not save the patient, but we 
saved the tumor.’ —Doctor’s Leisure Hour 


tumor removed from the 


Wordy—Doctor—I found on exami 
nation a contusion of the integument 
under the orbit, with extravasation of 
blood, ecchymosis of the surrounding 
cellular tissue, which was in a tumefied 
state, and abrasion of the cuticle 

Judge—A black eye, eh? 

Doctor—Oft course.—British Practitioner. 


Medical Warning 


Don’t be a human atomizer, 

Think of others and be wiser. 

Smother your sneezes in your hanky. 

And your fellow cits will thankee. 
Boston Transcript. 


The Cross-Examiner 











; 
Mrs. Parker —\ve you taken a constitu- 
ynal, Grann 
Old Lady (who has -onfirmed habit of 

riating ther peopl 4 prope rtyv) You 

er own busi: | ain’t taken nothing 
nging to you Tatler (London) 

Even That Would Help—A phy- 

sician was called in to treat a case of 


delirium tremens. 

“Can you cure the delirium tremens, 
Doctor?” he was asked. 
“No,” 


“ Then 


answered the physician. 


what can you do?” he was 
asked. 

“T can make the snakes look smaller,” 
was the M.D.’s response.—Medical Pick- 


WICR. 





BUSINESS 


The Pass Evil—The « lvance 
ig I l reminisce lL mood 
It beats all ne ‘ 
ome peopte entertall il 
Ine 
I suppose 0,” said the sho« ili 
\ button came off my coat the other 
day and | went into a tailor shop to | ve 
it sewed on.” 
“ Naturally 
“When the work was done I asked the 


tailor what was the expense.”’ 

“How much was it?” 

“He said, ‘Oh, that’s all right, I 
couldn’t think of charging you for a littk 
thing like that, you are a show feller 
aren’t you?’ 

“*WVes,’ I said. 

“* Oh, well,’ he said, ‘ vou can just slip me 
a couple of passes and it will be all right 

os you beat it! I'wo doliars for 
sewing on a button is all he wanted.” 
Youngstown Telegram. 

Indispensable— Ca//er— How 
new office boy getting along these days? 
Man Oh, got 
things so mixed up now that I couldn’t 


London Tit-Bits 


is your 


Business nine; he’s 


do without him!” 


A Good Salesman—‘ What is 
idea of a good salesman?” 

“A bald-headed barber who can 
Washington Star 


your! 


] 
sel 


hair tonic.” 


That Noble Impulse 
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ae 


“Orga ” une fete t ur le bi és, ¢a 
“T’m horribly bored. 


Le Rire (Paris). 





aisiraira 


Let’s get up an entertainment for the wounded or something. 
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Grounded in Military Channels 





AGE 


MARRI 


. Wanted a Change—“ Why are you so 

ss They tell me I'’n 
enlist,” replied Mr. Cumrox. “I kind 
of thought I'd like to have 
} 


gloomy?” too old to 
somebody 
bossing me around besides mother and 
the girls.”’—W ashington Star. 

While I 
Rajah of 


Putputchoochoo this afternoon I had the 


Her Malady—Mrs. de Brute 
was at the reception for the 


queerest pain in my hip 
De Brute 
touch of hypnotism 


i little 


Probably vou have 


Ginger. 


Never Met Any—‘Are you fond of 
dumb animals?” 

“Never met any,” replied Mr. Grow 
“All the pets my wife ever had 
W ashing- 


cher 
made some kind of a noise.” 
ton Star. 


You 


up my girl 


His Suggestion— Vrs. Justwed 
must not expect me to give 
hood wavs all at once de ir 

Justwed go on taking 
an allowance from your father just as if 
Boston Tran 


That’s all right; 
nothing had happened 


i bt 
ript. 


A Real Helpmeet 
that his 


cook, is 


“The young phy- 
bride, although 
a real helpmeet t 


sician Says 


she can’t 


him.’ 
ob (a that all his 
friends who dine with them become his 


Buffalo Express. 


understand 


patients.” 


» a a eke 


ELP 


ote Om Rea = 


H 


Obeyed Instructions— Mrs. 


a 


Blank 


sent her new and very green maid out to 


buy some peaches. 


“Now, Mary, be sure that they are 


ripe,”’ she warned. 
one or two before buying them.”’ 


“You'd better pinch 


In a little while the maid returned, and 
after handing her mistress the bag of 
peaches, she took two others out of her 
pocket, saying: “And here are the ones 


I pinched, as you told me, mum.” 
ton Transcript. 


A Rotten Impression 





Wilhelm—W hy don’t you help me get it off 
tead of grinning like a fool? 
Karl—Did you help me get the mud off 


Piave?—By 


The Applicant—*“ Familiar with the 
use of files?”’ queried the manager of the 
upplicant for the typist’s berth.” 

“father kept 
Pearson's (London). 


“Quite,” was her reply; 


a hardware store.” 


A Rescue Worth Making—Wife (at 
Why do you always bathe 
vith the hotel help? 


the seashore 


Hub—I may get a chance to rescue a 
cook to take home with us.—Boston 
Transcript. 

System—V i/lis—Bump’s office is run 


ibsolutely on system. 
Indeed ? 
Yes, they tell me there is even 


Gillis 
Willis 
a recess of ten minutes each day for the 
from one an- 


clerks to borrow money 


other.—St. Louis Republic. 


Bos- 





BOOBS 


i nian 


Flatly Impossible — ‘Yes,’ said 
Simpkins, “I want to do my bit, of course, 
so I thought I’d raise some potatoes.” 

“Well, I thought I would do that too,”’ 
said Smith, “but when I looked up the 
way to do it I found that potatoes have 
to be planted in hills, and our yard is 


perfectly flat.”—Pittsburgh Chronicle- 
Telegraph. 
Unlucky—‘“ I’m always unlucky.” 


“What’s the matter now?” 

“That’s the second time today I’ve 
had my teeth loosened by being slapped 
in the back by some enthusiastic stranger 
who thought I was somebody he knew.” 

Detroit Free Press 


Mamma’s Boy——7/e Fag—Oh, I'd go 
to war quick enough, but mother wouldn’t 
like me to; and I’ve never disappointed 
her since the day I was born 

The Snag 
a daughter, I’m sure you’ve done your 
Sidney Bulletin. 


Well, if she was hoping for 


best to console her 


Misinformed—“ You've ‘eard of Cle- 
opatra, ain’t yer, Jack?”’ 

Jack (referring to ship of that name 
Yes, I was out in China with ’er in ’96. 
Then she ain’t 
been dead so long as I thought.”’—Pear- 
son’s Weekly. 


“The dooce yer was! 


What Has Become of Hindenburg? 











Il est mort de furonculose . 


* Chut! : 
on [a fait empailler pour 


mais, vous vOYyer, 
jue le public le croie toujours la!” 
“Ssh! He died of apoplexy; but, you see, 


we’ve had him stuffed so the public will still 
believe he is still there.”"—Le Rire (Paris). 








WORDS 


Hard on the Object—“ My teacher 
gave me an awful call-down because I 
used inter for intern. Was that such a 
bad mistake, pop?” 

“Well, my son, I would call it a grave 


sort of mistake.’”—Ballimore American. 
Heavy—“ My daughter is going to 


Professor Wombat, the eminent pianist.” 
““How’s his touch?” 
“Pretty strong. Four dollars a 
Kansas City Journal. 


les 


son.”’ 


His Tuneful Message—Included 
among the passengers on board a ship 
crossing the Atlantic recently was a man 
who stuttered. One day he went up to 
the captain of the ship to speak to him. 
stuttered the man. 

“Oh, I can’t be bothered,” said the 
captain, angrily; “go to somebody else.” 


“S-S-S-S-S-S, 


The man tried to speak to everybody 
on board the ship, but none could wait 
to hear what he had to say. At last he 
came to the captain again. 

“Look here,” said the captain, “I can 
tell you what to do when you want to say 
anything; you should sing it.” Then 
suddenly, in a tragic voice, the man com- 
menced to sing:— 

“Should auld acquaintance be forgot and 
never brought to mind, 

The blooming cook’s fell overboard, and 

is twenty miles behind.”—London 


Tit-Bits. 


An Acquired Tongue—Mrs. Much 
What dreadful language your parrot uses! 

Mrs. Nothing—Yes, my husband bought 
the bird one day and brought it home 
in his car, and I have always sus- 
pected that he had engine trouble during 
the journey.—Pearson’s Weekly. 


He Couldn’t Spell It—In the spelling 
list for a class in a certain Indianapolis 
school were the words singing and singe- 
ing. The class was asked to write sen- 
tences using these words to show that 
they knew the correct meaning of each. 
One little fellow, Robert, wrote: 

“The Italians are a singing nation.” 

“The Allies will soon be singeing the 
beard of the kaiser.” 

With sideward glances he watched his 
teacher mark his paper, and timidly asked: 

“Ts it all right?” 

“Yes,” she said, “but the kaiser has 
no beard; he has a mustache.” 

“IT know, I know, but I wanted 100 on 
my paper, and I couldn’t spell mus- 
tache.”—Indiana polis News. 


The Dough-Boy 


Kneading it—a salient feature of the war. 


Bystander (London). 


Contradictory — “There are some 
queer ways about building operations.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“When a man wants to expand his 
building for business reasons he calls in a 
contractor.’’—Ballimore American. 

Made Safe for Democracy—M istress 
—You say the last family you worked 
for were Germans? 

Maid (apologetically)—Yes’m, but they 
were sterilized when war broke out. 
Christian Register. 








| AVIATION 
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A Regular Bird Man—‘I suppose 
when you have been flying for a year or 
so it becomes second nature?” 

“Rather! Why, I’m getting so used to 
it that I often feel a craving for worms 
and bird seed.””—London Tit-Bits. 


Unique—“I hear she’s going to marry 
a famous aviator.” 

“Yes. First time a queen ever took an 
Detroit Free Press. 


: ” 
ace. 


How She Loves Him—‘“ She 
interested in that aviator.” 
“That is hardly the word for it.’ 
“No?” 
“She says she loves the very air he 
flies through.” — Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


secms 


’ 


His Explanation—Cynic—So your 
airship was wrecked in the blizzard. I 
thought you considered it perfect. 
“The ship was perfect,” replied the 
inventor stiffly. “The air was at fault.” 
-Philadelphia Inquirer. 


Shop Talk—W ife—Did you kill that 
fly, dear? 

Aviator Husband—No, but I drove him 
down in a badly damaged condition.- 
Boston Transcript. 


Something Flse Again—‘“'I hear you 
are learning to fly.” 

“No, I am merely studying it. 
Pearson's Weekly. 


” 


Gentlemen of the Road 
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En ont-ils une veine ces canards d’étre que huit dans le compartiment! 


Pretty soft for those horses- 


only eight of them in a whole car'—La Baionnette (Paris). 
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The Art of Bullyragging: By Lawton Mackall 





are cheerful tunes going on 





LAYWRIGHTS are 





never happy unless 

they have something 

topickon. Bernard 

Shaw picks on Brit- 
ish hardshellism. Ibsen, the ; 
old Norse freebooter, pic ks { 
yn the desirability of living. 
The Hattons in “Upstairs 
and Down,” “Lombardi, 
Ltd.”’ and now in their new 
niece, “The Walk-Offs” (de- 
cidedly unlimited) pick on 
the wickedness of New York 
society; their glaring  por- 





and comely girls and attrac- 
tive scenery—everybody has 
a good time but poor matri- 
mony. 

- Bullyragging of a subtler 
sort is to be found in “An 
Ideal Husband” and “Tea 
for Three,” the two wittiest 
plays in town—in fact, the 
only genuinely witty ones 
of the new season. In “An 
Ideal Husband” Wilde picks 
on the well-meaning but per- 
nicious woman who puts her 
spouse upon so lofty a ped- 














trayal of metropolitan awful- 











estal that he never gets a 





ness affords almost as great a 
moral lesson as the entire 
repertory of Theda Bara. 

Musical comedy concocters with one accord pick on 
matrimony. It is estimated, for example, that the gibes 
at this quaint institution employed by Messrs. Bolton 
and Wodehouse, the popular libretto partners, would, 
if placed end to end, reach from The Little Church 
Around the Corner to Reno. “The Girl Behind the 
Gun,” their latest, shows what they can do when they 
really try. The _ verbal 
barrage directed against . 
wedlock is lifted only for 
an occasional dance. All 
the sure-fire gags con- 
cerning the contrast be- 
tween Before Marriage 
and After Marriage are 
mobilized afresh. All the 
neat thoughts about 
pousely unreasonablenes 
are put back on the active 
list. 

In most shows the 
raillery against the wed- 
ded state is offset by the 
fact that the hero (after 
he has duly gallivanted 
with the chorus) at last enfolds the heroine 
with a booked-for-the-altar significance; 
in “The Girl Behind the Gun,” however, 
there is neither givingin marriage nor getting 
engaged. A French lady flirts with her 
oldier “godson”; to avoid explaining 
when her rich uncle comes upon them 
inawares, she pretends this godson is 
hubby and acts up to the part. Mean- 
while godson’s wife is flirting with uncle, 
and her own hubby is thinking of a certain 
little girl in Paris. This pretty rearrange- 
ment gives new interest in life to all con- 
cerned. But finally, of course, the old 
order is restored. Morality has a close ; 
cal, but comes out safe. Matrimony, Walke 


however, is the friendless goat of the ,.,. = 
evening, the butt of every joke. There Makes aH 






fanding at atient 


a ¢ 


chance to let her know he is 
human—till the crash comes. It is keen picking. 
Beautifully gowned ladies of the most exclusive London 
set fan themselves elegantly with ostrich plumes while 
alleviating their boredom with impossibly clever 
remarks. An incorrigible yet all-wise man about town 
so bewilders his sire with brilliancy that the old gentle- 
man exclaims, “Do you always really understana what 
you say, sir?” To Which the reply is, “Yes, father, 
whenever I listen to my- 
self attentively.” 

Underneath this sur- 
face of epigrams an inter- 
esting plot is going on, 
but there are times when 
one almost forgets that it 
is going on. The molding 
of emotions is not neces- 
sarily enhanced by being 
finished off with a high 
glaze of wit. 

Fortunately the com- 
pany is exceptionally ca- 
pable. Beatrice Beckley 
as the idealizing wife, 
Cyril Harcourt as the old 
earl, Julian L’Estrange as 
the dallying bachelor who saves the day, 
Gretchen Yates as the girl who (by way of 
a pleasant sub-plot) finally lands him- 
these are excellent. Constance Collier, as 
the blackmail lady, is clever and convincing, 
but somehow one imagines Mrs. Cheveley to 
be more devilishly fascinating than that. 
Norman Trevor, as the hero, has drawn 
some harsh words from the critics. The 
truth is there are times in the play when 
Mr. Trevor appears to forget he is a Wilde 
man and acts human. 

Thus is matrimony picked on by play- 
wrights and librettists. But along comes 








er, of Stuart Mir. Belasco to the rescue with “Daddies,” 


tle dramatic flock, 


which (though disregarding the sugar-saving 
regulations) pillories bachelorhood as an 
existence without joy or justification. 


n (femi- 


* Jonathan 














LEGARDE: Oh, 
of course you 
needn’t worry, 
now that you’re a 
ba chelor. But 
I’ve gota wife. | 

Henry: Better 
wait till the mail 
comes before 
you’re so cock- 
sure you've gota 
wife. I thought 
that, too, till the 
last mail. 


From “Fippiers THREE” 


Reccie: Oh, very well. Nooffense meant, 
y’ know. Anyone is likely to make mistakes. 
That’s why they have those funny little 
rubbers on pencils. 


From “WHert 


Henry: Do you get 
that buzz? And all that 
jumble? By George, I’ve 
an idea! 

Brocuter: A ground 
wire? 

“Might be—might be 
a tapped wire.” 

“Tapped by whom?” 

“Who do you think? 
Why, Fritzie, of course.” 

*“Butthat couldnotbe.” 

“Allright, but if you ask 
me, I’m going to findout.”’ 


“But our wire does not 
go near their lines.” 

“‘Never heard of a little 
thing called spies, did 
your” 


Poppies BLioom” 






























“WHERE 
Poppies BLoom” 
















From “UnpER ORDERS” 


ARTHUR: 


You darling, I know. You 


want to put a mark there, so when | 
come back you'll know whether I’ve 
grown any more in the trenches. 
































Teat and Deck 


Wheereas SMilitagy Navel 


Jupce pays $1 each for original jokes sent by soldiers and sailors and accepted 
for publication, and each cveek $5 ts a varded for the best original joke received 





























Support Columns 
hy P Greorce L. Avuney, Co. B-17, 156th Depot Brigad 
Camp Jackesor oo 
[! 'TLE Bess, aged six, 
a 


training camp with her 


while visiting at the 
mother, spied a 
pair of cuff-leggings on the washline. 

Surprised, she exclaimed: ‘Mama, do the 


soldiers wear corsets, too? 


Headquarters for Gen. Pressing 

Ry Booven Lour Wurre, ! Ord. Supply Co., Camp Raritan, NJ 

\ new man in camp asked another soldier 
what the name of that camp was. 

“Camp Raritan,” was the reply 

“ Ain’t it got another name?” 

“Not that I know of.” 

“Well,” said the new man, with a puzzled 
look, 


grounds and I saw a sign, ‘Camp Tailor.’ ”’ 


‘I was just walking across the parack 


Watch Him Bite 


Ry Pvr. Turnovone Scuwtte, 619th Aero Sedn., 
tion Depot, Detroit, Mich 


fircraft Prod uc- 


A rookie on guard for the first time was paid 
the usual visit by the Officer of the Day. 

O. D.—Do you know your general orders? 

Rookie Nope. 

O. D.—What are your special orders? 

Rookie—Haven’t any. 

O. D.—Do you mean to stand there and tell me 
the sentry you relieved did not tell you anything? 

Rookie—Oh, yes. He said: “Watch out for 
the O. D. He’s a crab.” 


The High-Hearted Hero 


Ry Pvt. Dove ras Hupson, Piret Marine Aviation Force, Miami, 
Fla 


As a draft contingent of farm lads was leaving 
a small city in the Middle West, the patriotic 
women of the town distributed trench mirrors 
among the boys. One of them, giving a lad a 
mirror, said: 

“Wear this metal mirror over your heart. It 
will protect you from the bullets.” 

“If I was going to wear it over my heart,” 
replied the youth, “I would have 
to hang it on my collar button.” 


Literal Obedience 


By Wri. H. Keurer, 25th Inf. Schofield 
Barracks, H. T 


\ Portuguese lad doing his first 
guard was being instructed by the 
corporal of his relief how to halt a 
person approaching his post. 

Corporal—Now when you see or 
hear someone coming, holler HALT 
three times and then fire. Got that? 

The lad said he understood and 
was then posted. A short time later 
the corporal was aroused by hearing: 

Halt three times! bang! bang! 


The Putteehound 





Drawn by Pvt. Mict Gaoas, Co, F, 64th Infantry, A. E. F. 


An easy way to get ’em on. 





This Week’s $5.00 Prize Winner 
Reunited 


By Senor. W. Wrrrsuine, Ist Depot Bn., 2nd Central Ontario 
Regt., Niagara Camp, Can. 

| ie sergeant had been working hard to get the 

wkward squad into shape, with very poor 

results; so after trying everything he knew, he yelled: 

“Squad, halt! Stand easy! Now, boys, I’m going 

to tell you a story. When I was a little tot, mother 

bought me a box of wooden soldiers, which I happened 

to lose while moving a few days after, and I cried and 

cried. Nothing would pacify me until mother satd: 

‘Don’t cry, son, you'll find them some day.’ And 
believe me, I’ve found em!” 











Sew It Searrs 
By Cour... R. L. McKrvetry, Journal of the United States Artil 
lery, Fort Monroe, Va 


Captain Hobson (angrily indicating torn place 
in. Private Hull’s blouse)—Don’t you know that 
a stitch in time saves nine? What have you to 
say in your defense? 

Private Hull—Sir, it’s never too late to mend. 


Official Dispatch 








Drawn by H. E. Rossece, Company B, 306th, Bn., T. C. 
Camp Summerall, Tabyhanna, Penna 


Private Spider was awarded the pumpkin seed cross for repairing 


entanglements under fire. 
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Alarming Just the Same 

By Pvt. Eomunp F. Hx, Co. M., 308th Inf., A. BE. F., Prar 

A private acting as a kitchen police near a 
front line trench put on his gas mask. His non- 
commissioned officer came along and, telling 
him to take off his mask, explained: 

“That ain’t gas you smell; that’s what you'r 
goin’ to get for dinner.” 


Thorough Thoughtlessness 
By Wrusam H. Warren, U. 8. N 

\ sailor who was being reprimanded by 
offcer started to defend himself. 

“But I thought, sir—” 

“You are not supposed to think.” 

About a week later the same off'cer sent this 
main ashore to get him some cigarette papers 
and, as he did not have any change, he gave him 
a twenty dollar bill. 

The man came staggering back with a case o1 
his shoulder. 

“W hat have you got there?”’ asked the officer. 

“Cigarette papers,”’ came the reply. 

“T did not tell you to get a case.” 

“You didn’t say how many, sir. You gave 
me the bill and said, ‘Get me some cigarette 
papers.’ ” 

“hat do you think I want with twenty dol 
lars’ worth of cigarette papers?” 

“IT am not supposed to think, sir.” 


The Light That Fooled 

By Francis H. Keane, U. 8.8.8. C., No. 63 

The lockout had been given orders to keep a 

sharp watch for any lights. As we were just 
abcut twenty miles from port and it was a bit 
hazy the Officer of the Deck put on running 
lights. 

Suddenly a hail came from the crow’s nest: 

“Light ahead, sir!” 

“Where away?” shouted the O. D. 

“Dead ahead,” came the reply. 

The O. D. grabbed his glasses and not finding 
the light, ran from the port to 
starboard side trying to pick it up 
Not seeing it, he yelled up again 

“W here’s that light now?” 

“Dead ahead, sir.” 

Calling to the Quartermaster ‘o 
swing the boat around, he asked 
once more, 

“Where is the light now?” 

“Dead ahead.” 

~ ““Come down here and show it ‘0 
~ me,” cried the O. D. getting excit« 

Down came the man from t! 
crow’s nest and pointed out a lig! 

“You fool, that’s our own ma: 
light.” 
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To a Fighting Friend of Mine 
By Wititiam Ivy 


‘VE been noticing, musheer, 
That you drink a little beer 
t before you go to battle with the Boche 
\nd that with your chow you stow 
\ big bottle of Bordeaux, 
d they say the same is true of Gen'ral Foch). 


n the good old U.S. A 
lhere would be the deuce to pay 
e quartermaster issued liquid joy 
| hey would say it wasn’t right 
\nd that soldiers cannot fight 
ess they stick to water . But, Oh Boy! 


You've been walloping the Hun 
From Flanders to Verdun 
nd I’ve watched you now for nearly) 
If it’s drinking ten-cent wine, 
Frenchy, makes you fight so fine, 
sive me six or seven bottles, and some beer! 


half a year 


* Brothers All 

By Interpreter Cuartes Wetter, /6th Inf., A. E. F., 

This incident happened “Somewhere in 
France”’ on last Christmas Day. Some of our 
soldiers who attended a midnight mass in a little 
Roman Catholic church persuaded the parish 
priest to let them sing in English during the 
service. Accordingly a chorus of five Americans 
sang in that French church various Christmas 
hymns and also “‘ Nearer, My God, to Thee.” It 
was a great success, the audience of native peas- 
nts showing much appreciation of this good in- 
tention. But something which nobody “over 
there” knew and will ever know is that out of the 
five volunteer choristers two were Jews and three 
were Presbyterians. 


France, 


A Running Fight 
By Serer. R. McSwiney, 7th Canadian Infantry, Camp Diz, 
“ rightst own, N. J. 


Yesterday I had the greatest honor con- 
ferred on me! Our High Command has re- 
eived reliable information that those con- 


temptible Yankees, whe have just come into 
he line opposite to us, are actually going to dare 
raid our positions. It is like their nerve! 
The garrison of our front line has been with- 
lrawn—an unnecessary precaution—and I have 
en detailed, together with twenty-nine other 
good men picked from the Kaiser’s best Sturm- 








SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A. M., M. D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
Know a Father Should impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
a Young Woman Should Have 

ee: eke Gadi ies 
All fe ume, mae ee 

ee ag Knowledge a Mother Should ane to Her Daughter 
$2.00 nee _ Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have 
Other Peop!+ « ‘'niniens’’ an: Tal le of Contents 


PURITAN P PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA. 








stray shell. 














proud of the fifteen of you, and as a mark of my 
imperial favor, 
Class) on the whole twelve of you.”’ 


LONG BEFORE BREAKFAST 
YOUNG DOUGLAS COULD BE 
SEEN TRUOGING ALONG THE 
OUSTY ROAD, DRIVING THE 
COWS TO PASTURE 
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THROUGHOUT THE DAY HE 
PEGGED SHOES, OFTEN WORK. 


ING UNTIL AFTER DARK BY THE 
LIGHT OF A SMOKY WHALE 





HOLDS ITS SHAPE” 








$3.50 





ou’ll never need to ask “ What is the price?” when the shoe sales- 


man is showing you W. L. Douglas shoes 


use the actual value is 


determined and the retail price fixed at the factory before W.L. Douglas 


name and 
price is W. L. Douglas pe 
worth the price paid for them. 


Stamping the price on every pair of shoes 
as a protection against high prices and 


unreasonable profits is only one example 
of the constant endeavor of W. L. Douglas 
to protect his customers. W. L. Douglas 
name on shoes is his pledge that they 
are the best in materials, workmanship 
and style possible to produce at the 
price. Into every pair go the results of 
sixty-six years experience in making 
shoes, dating back to the time when 
W. L. Douglas was a lad of seven, peg- 
ging shoes. 


the retail price is stamped on the bottom. The stamped 
guarantee that the shoes are always 


T™ quality of W. L. Douglas product is 
guaranteed by more than 40 years expe- 


rience in making fine shoes. The smart styles 
are the leaders in the fashion centres of 
America. They are made in a well-equipped 
factory at Brockton, Mass., by the highest 
paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
and supervision of experienced men, all 
working with an honest determination to 
make the best shoes for the price that money 
can buy. The retail prices are the same 
everywhere. They cost no more in San 
Francisco than they do in New York. 


CAUTION—Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas name and the 


retail price is stamped on 


the bottom and the inside top facing. 


If the stamped price has been mutilated, BEWARE OF FRAUD. 


as by 106 W. L. Douglas stores and ove 
Dow 


order shoes hh the mail, 


truppen, to defend the position and uphold the | 
honor of our regiment. 

We'll show these toy soldiers what fighting | 
really is! Our only regret is that it will be sucha 
tame affair for us, who have been taught to die 
at our posts and to fight to the last gasp in the 
most difficult situation. Still, it is a great honor | 
to be so trusted. 

Himmel! What’s that? Already? No, just a 
But how glorious to think that we 
twenty-four men are about to battle for the glory 


of our beloved Fatherland! 


I expect that when we twenty-three come 


out the Kaiser himself will review the twenty-one 
of us and say: 


“So you are the gallant eighteen 
who routed the vaunted American army! I am 


I confer the Iron Cross (First 


| leave with extra bread 


r 9000 Presiden Wy. L. DOUGLAS 
jas dealers, or can be ordered direct from HE MA Sng SHOE COMPANY 
uglas by mail. Send for booklet oklet telling nits, SPARK 6TRE EET, 





I expect that the undaunted bravery of us nine 
men will be handed down to posterity in song and 
story, so long as there is a single German left 
to do honor to our six imperishable memories. 

Besides, all five of us will surely get special 
and beer tickets, so that 
the four of us mustn’t falter in our duty, whatever 
may happen to the three of us. 

Donner und Blitzen! What’s that? There they 
are! I see one of them crawling in our wire! 
“Hey, Heinie, neither you nor I must hesitate. 
Hold out to the bitter . . .” 

Donnerwetter! I, at least, 
away . before. 

Official American Communiqué: March oth: 
“During the course of a quiet night, one of our 
patrols penetrated into the enemy’s trenches 
southeast of ..... at B.S. 23. = ¥. 2. and 
found them unoccupied.” 


have never run 
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COHAN & HARRIS 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THREE FACES EAST 


A Play of the Secret Service by Anthony & Paul Kelly 


W. 42nd St. Eves. 8:30 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:30 


table cast including Emmett Corrigan & Violet Heming 





With an 
mA at 8.20, M atinees 


REPUBLI Evenings at § 20. Matinee 


‘A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


MARJORIE. RAMBEAU. 


in “WHERE POPPIES BLOOM” 


with Pedro te Cordoba, Lewis Stone, Percival Knight and Will Deming 


romp W. 42nd St. W. of B'way 








Theatre, West 42nd St. Evening 
at 8.30, Matinees Wednesday 
and Saturday at 2.30 


A. H. WOODS PRESENTS 


UNDER ORDERS 


A Dramatic Novelty with SHELLEY HULL & EFFIE SHANNON 








Gio COHAN “AIRE Werke see 


Henry W. Savage's Saucy Star and Gayest Music Play 


MITZI — ove 





HEELS” 











BOOTH 45th Street West of Broadway. Evenings 8:30. | 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:30 


Watch Your Neighbor 





CASIN 


London's 


Matinees tan and Saturday 2:15 


wGietiest, The Maid. Mountains 


Broadway and 39th Street. Evenings 8:15 





WINTER GARDEN "3.23.22 2°" 


PASSING SHOW OF 1918 == 





ASTOR, 
SIDNEY DREW ’ Keep 


Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2:15 


Broadway and 45th Street. Evenings 8:15. 


Her Smiling 





39th or. B'way Evs. 8:30 


Maxine Elliott’s Mats. Wed. and Sat. 2:30 


TEA FOR THREE 








Pity the Poor Publisher 


By O. L. 


IRCULATION is vexation, 
Advertising is as bad; 

The Postage fee perplexes me, 
And Paper makes me sad. 


Illustration is damnation, 
Literature’s as bad; 

The Printer he expenses me— 
My staff will drive me mad! 


Vest-Pocket (or Van ity Bag) Guide to 
the New York Theaters 
By L.M. 
: 
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AWAKENING, THE—Criterion. Russian 
melodramasky, with Wilton Lackayeo- 
vitch. 

Dappies—Belasco. Anti-celibacy propa- 


ganda. 


EVERYTHING—H ippodrome. Spectacular 
operations on an extended front. 

Fippters THree—Cort. Operetta with 
music that is unblushingly good. 


Forever Arter—Central. A wounded 
captain has visions of Alice Brady at 
Various ages. 

Freepom—Century. <A short history of 
Liberty in twenty-eight scenes. 


FrieNDLY Enemies—Hudson. Sam Ber- 
nard and Louis Mann have it out in 
broken English. 

Girt Beninp THE GuN—New Amsterdam. 
Matrimonial mixup, musicalized. 

Goinc Up—Liberty. A two-spot aviator 
becomes an ace. 

Heap Over Heets—Geo. M. 
Mitzi runs the gamut of 
monkey-shines. 

IpeaL Husspanp, An—Comedy. 
team of epigram tossers. 

INFORMATION PLEASE—Selwyn. Jane 
Cowl, the melodrama fiend, relaxes in a 
comedy. 

Keep Her Smitinc — Astor. Sidney 
Drew discovers that matrimony is 
just one financial emergency after 
another. 

Ligutnin’—Gatety. Shiftless old Bill 
Jones foils the land sharks. 

Marp oF THE Mountains, Toe—Casino. 
She loves a heavy brigand and sings 
about it. 

Matinee Hero, Tue—Vanderbilt. Leo 
Ditrichstein, last year a king, is now 
merely an actor. 

Maytime—Broadhurst. These fond lovers 
are still loath to break away from 
Broadway. 

Mipnicut Fro.ic—Cocoanut Grove. 
Showing that what is late need not 
necessarily be slow. 

Mipnicut Revue—Century Grove. The 
Dooleys are violently funny. 

Opera Comiqgue—Park. The Society of 
American Singers tries out the public 
taste for real operetta. 

Passinc SHow or 1918—Winter Garden. 
Noteworthy conservation in the matter 
of skirts. 

Penrop—Globe. Antics of Everyboy. 

Repemption, THe—Plymouth. John 
Barrymore involved in Muscovite 
marriage problems. 

Savinc Grace, Tue—Empire. Cyril 
Maude shows us something imported, 
in comedies. 

Sccret, Le—Vieux Colombier. The secret 
is deepened by being in French. 


Cohan. 
cheerful 


Swagger 





JUDGE 
SLEEP — Play- 


Sue WaLkKep IN HER 


house. And some considered her a 
dream. 
Sinpap—Century. Al Jolson keeps the 


lid quite off. 
SLEEPING PartNers—Bijou. French play 
that isn’t as awful as it sounds. 
SometiMeE—Shubert. Rida Johnson 
Young love and Friml tunes. 
TEA FOR Turee—Maxine Elliott. 
Flavored with spice instead of sugar. 
Turee Faces East—Cohan & Harris. 
Catlike spy-stalking. 
Unper Orpers—Eltinge. Shelley Hull 
divides his time as hero and Hun. 
Unknown Puree, Tue—Lyric. A 
wronged man invents a_ thrillingly 
uncanny mode of revenge. 
Watrk-Orrs, Tue—Morosco. A _ Ken- 
tucky cave man tames a New York 
shrew. 
Wanperer, Tut 
bow-wows and 
tacularly. 
Watcu Your Neicuspor—Booth. Un- 
masking a nest of artless Socialists. 
WHERE Poppigs BLoom—Re public. 
Marjorie Rambeau meets her German 
husband in a battlefield chateau. 
Woman on THE INDEX, ToE—48th Street. 
A lady-killing spy finds his match. 


Manhattan. ‘To the 


return, very spec- 


Frequently So 
How often does it happen that 
When two young souls are mated, 
The parents, not the bridal pair, 
Should be congratulated! 


How About It? 
Lives there a man with a soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said 
“‘T wonder why these turnips grow 
From all the sweet-pea seeds I sow?” 


A Trailer 


Drawn by Russ Westover 


“Whad d’ya know about that, Ed? 
me her honeysuckle in French.” 

“That’s because you’re always hangin’ over 
her fence.” 


She called 
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Five c 
Rich Cuban Cigars 30 


h's S ——s uban Special. Both filler and wrapper are Cuban grown 
—thoroughly seasoned leaf. Short leaf filler; str ctly hand-made, 
Ric h, mild and exquisite tropic flavor. 4% in. long. Five 
gars in Spa h cedar box by parce! post prepa direct to you for only 
silver « gerry This limited introductory — at less than cost, 

o get you acquainted with this delightful cigar Send 30c today. 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. D, Statesville, N.C. 




















War Saving Poetry 
- By A. Waiter Uttine 


MET Priscilla, and at once 
My suit began a-plying; 
\nd that | acted like a dunce 
r here’ S no d 


We strolled the moon shone bright above 
And made me rather stupid? 
I vowed this time my seashore love 


Was fired by C 


\t length I asked her for her hand 
Although she said I shouldn't; 
Sut, near as I can understand, 
She said she w - | 


So thereupon I| bade farewell 
lo friends. 1 knew what ailed me 

Forced me in Kingdom Come to dwell 
But courage f 


I looked around 
expec ted, 


\s like cures like, 
For a new love; 
In my sad strait, when one I found, 


: | 
To ber 
But sorrowful indeed to state, 
Misfortune had me harried; | 
Madge took me to a magistrate 
And we were Mm | 
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State of NEW YORK 
County of NEW YORK 


Before me, a Notary Public, in and for the State and County 
aforesaid, personally appeared Reuben P. Sleicher, who, having been 
duly sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the Business 
Manager of JUDGE and that the following is, to the best of his 

wledge and belief. a true statement of the ownership, manace- 
ment. ete., of the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the 
ve caption, required by the Act of August 24th, 1912, embodied 
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A Censor With a Sense o’ Humor 


™ 


sa 








© Judge, 1018 


‘6 
Well, the Nerve of Some 

’ 

People 
HE military censor has come in for 
some harsh words, now and again, 
from both fighting men and ci- 
vilians. But here is “the other side”’ of 


him as seen by Maude Radford Warren in 


a recent article on “‘ Buck Privates” in 
The Saturday Evening Post: 


The censor’s duty is usually tedious. He is 
generally a kind-hearted officer who does not 
care to go over letters intended for someone else. 
He understands well enough that the specter 
of a censor is likely to suppress a soldier’s ardor 
to write. Therefore, he trains his eye to skip 
the private parts of a letter and to scrutinize 
closely only material that would rank as 
military information, inexpedient to send 
overseas. As a rule he is very careful of the 
feelings both of the soldiers and of the re 
cipients of the letters. I know a censor—a 
chaplain who keeps over his desk a postel of 
a pretty girl represented as looking with 
amazed indignant eyes at an ‘opened by 
censor” letter and _ exclaiming, ‘‘ Well, the 
nerve of some people!”’ 

The “poster” referred to was originally 
the cover on Judge for April 13th, prints 
of which in full color and ready for 
framing, are obtainable at this office at 
twenty-five cents each, postage free. 
It is a charming reminder from home for 
a sailor or soldier. 


But It Never Reverses 
The characteristic of the umbrella is its 
power of changing shapes. You can leave a 
brand-new silk, with an ivory and pearl handle, 
at any public gathering, and within two hours 
it will transform itself into a faded cotton, with 
five fractured ribs. 


Anny Shoe 


NOW! for tices When te 





Don’t Send 
a Penny 


See what a bargain you are offered here—and not 

en a cent to send with your order. 

ese strong, durable, wonde »rful 
shoes sent to you on approval to 
show you that in spite of advanc- 
ing prices of material and labor we 
cangive you the most remarkable 
values. Just send your name and 
address stating size wanted 
Compare these with shoes at eve n | 
$6.00. Keep them only if they are 
the best bargain you ever saw. 


Soft Toe 




























Genuine 
Munson Last , 


Genuine Munson last 
Army Shoe, lace blu- 
cher style, with soft 


the 
againet cide “of tnilk, 
manure .” line. 
ete. This proc 
leaves all the =I “lite "in the 
ther and gives it wonder- 


out 
shoe Tan only 
5.0 tti te 
Biggest value for the money loners. oF ‘anywhe ore. 


name and addrese, no money Pay only 
ey arrive. Try them on and ee e how 

If shoes are not satisfactory, \retern therm and 
6 Order by No. XIGOIM4 


13. Be sure to give size 
Dept. 811 Chicago, Illinois 


well made and comfortable coro 
we will refund your money. Sizes 


LEONARD-MORTON & CO., 





Bit of a Brute 
“Who is that man?” 
‘The court crier.”’ 
‘He is very derelict in 
the beautiful actress. ‘I 
through the trial and he never shed a tear. 


his duty,” declared 
watched him all 


” 


Great Chance 
‘“No Sunday motoring.” 
‘That won’t affect you. as you have no car.” 
“No, I was just thinking of venturing out 
on the highways for a nice old-fashioned walk.” 


Former Experience 
‘I see the Germans are talking of grouping 
men of the same trade or profession together.”’ 
“Suits me. I don’t want boast, but I 
think I could stand off a regiment of tailors.” 


Some Terrible Effects 
‘Have you ever heard it said that many of 
the women’s hats are designed by a man?” 
“Yes, and I’ve heard a hoarse hint to the 
effect that he’s a woman hater, too.” 





THIS ADMIRABLE 
PICTURE « « 


which adorned the 
cover of a recent issue 
of JUDGE has been 
reproduced in full colors 
and mounted on a 
heavy mat, I! x 14, 
ready for the frame. 
For twenty-five cents, 
cash or stamps, we will 
send it, postage free. 














A TRIBUTE FROM FRANCE 


Judge Art Print Department, 225 Fifth Av., New York City 
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said a sailor boy. Y 
4 
Y Boston Garters 
have never failed 4 
me yet.” 
} He thus expressed 
the confidence that 
every wearer has in 
f the security of the { 
A 
: Boston | 
Ss | 
| @ Garter | 
H You can a ways rely on them to “stay put.” 
} And it's a real pleasure to wear them because // 
they keep your socks smooth and rest so lightly / 
; on the leg that you forget you have them on. /f 
Y At leading stores from coast to coast. 
| GEORCE FROST CO., MAKERS, BOSTON 
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Just the Place 
Chief Petty Officer at the Training Station 
What was your occupation in civil life? 
Boot—I was a traveling salesman. 
C. P. O.—Fine. You'll get lots of orders 
around here.—Our Nary. 


The Aviator's Wife 

The aviator’s wife was taking her first trip 
with her husband in an airplane. “Wait a 
minute, George,’ she said, “I am afraid we 
will have to go down again.” 

“What's wrong?” asked the husband. 

“T believe I dropped one of the pearl buttons 
from my jacket. I can see it glistening on the 
ground.” 

“Keep your seat, my dear,” said the aviator, 
“that’s Lake Erie.”"—The Broadside. 


FREE FOR 15 DAYS USE 


Moth- . = ae — 
Proof 
Cedar 
Chest 


Sent on 
Free Trial 
For Xmas 


Famous Piedmont Red Cedar Chest 
Your choice of go st yles and designs sent 
on 15 days’ free trial 4 Piedmont protects 
furs, wootens and plumes from moths, mice 
dust and gomp Distinctly beautiful. Needed in 
every home mate for generations. Pays for itself in what R 
saves. Finest X nas, wedding or birthday wift Write today for 
illustrated cata 


our great log. - post p. ree 
PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST CO., Dept. 93, Statesvitie, N.C. 











ROMEIKE’S PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 


We will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- 
ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news 

aper and periodical of importance in the United States and | 

Europe is searched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., New York | 













































Coronation Day 


\\ 
mo \ -}) o/) vA 





\Ne fez 


ZY MILITAR 





HE Crow N 


Sherman Was Right 
What is the prisoner charged with, 


Assault and battery of his mother-in- 
law, your honor. 

Are you guilty or not guilty? 
Guilty, your honor. 

I fine you $1.10. 

But why the extra ten cents, judge? 
That’s the war tax on amusements. 
Trench and Camp. 


He Thought It Would Win a Prize 


FC 








— 

















der Bull Outside.” 


| The Difference 
After Ted had been transferred from a lady- 
like ambulapce company to an engineering 
| regiment he returned one night with the ob- 
servation: 
“Down there, friend, every meal’s a battle.” 
Trench and Camp. 
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-“THE MAN IN THE MOON” 


is the title of thi 
attractive picture. I! 
is a reproduction of 
one of Judge’s recent 
covers, in full colors, 
- mounted on a heav) 
ipoeg | mat, IIx14, read 
e for framing. We will 
—-- send it, postage free, 
for twenty-five cents, cash or stamps. 


| Judge Art Print Department 
| 
| 
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No craving for tobacco in any form —_ 
when you begin taking Tobacco Redeemer. 

Don’t try to quit the tobacco habit unaided. 
It’s a losing fight against heavy odds and aoe 
@ serious shock to the nervous system. Let 
tobacco habit quit YOU. It will quit you, if bm 





marvelously quick and thoroughly reliable remedy 
for the tobacco habit. 


Not a Substitute 


id Tobacco Redeemer contains no habit-forming 
drugs of any kind. It is in no sense a substitute 

for tobacco. After finishing the treatment you 
have absolutely no desire to use tobacco again or 
to continue the use of the remedy. It makes not 
a particle of difference how long you have been 
using tobacco, how much you use or in what form 
you use it—whether you smoke cigars, cigarettes, 
pire. chew plug or fine cut or use enuff, Tobacco 
edeemer will JF ey banish every trace of 
desire in from 48 to 72 hours. This we absolutely 

tee in every case or money refunded. 
Write today for our free booklet showing the 
deadly effect of pases Tobe the —— coyotes 
rw 





and positive proof wy Bt 
quickly free you of the habi 


peo S18 > sdheedhonger Compose. 


Tabacco oHabit 
“ NISHED in 


; Pan to?72 Hours 


will just take Tobacco Redeemer, according to 
directions for two or three days. It is a most ; 


ao. 








Over the Phone 


Dad—\. + only come home nowadays whe! 
ou need mo eV. 
Son—Shall I come oftener?—Burr 

Maud 


Maud was a mermaid who danced on the swell 

[he amateur vamp of a 

\fter six days’ engagement 
she shook me for Zack 


summer 





hotel! 





With the College Wits 








What Was She Thinking About? 






She—lIs that button for the light? 
I1e—Yes, for the Light or Dark. 
—W idou 


Not Bull 
Cow Thief (in prison yard, in a grimly humor- 
ous vetn)—What time is it? 
Watch Thief (unexpectedly) 
lwewan. 


Milking time. 


The Exception 


‘There’s always room at the top,”’ philoso- 
phized the Sphinx. 
‘Take a look at us 


torted the Pyramids.—Orange 


and guess again,” ré 


Peel. 


The Banana-Peel Barrage 


ua mM 


$400 


tell why they are so good for husky throats 
Dec. 15th, 1918 
prizes. 
five $10 prizes. 








| 
in Prizes 


make it describe ZYMOLE TROKEYS 

send to us before 
and you have a chance to win one of the big 
$150, first; $100, second; $75, third; $25, fourth, and 
ZYMOLE TROKEYS are not cough drops 
Send 


Write a jingle 


but mildly anti eptic throat pastilles of real worth. 


your rhyme to the Jingle Department. 


| 


FREDERICK STEARNS & CO., 1041 East Jefferson Ave.,Detroit, Mich. 





“FOR HUSKY THROATS 


Life’s Little Romances 
Girl, 


New boy with motor 


boy and buggy 
Girl, new boy and motor 
Boy and buggy. 

Medley. 


A Queer Sort of Fable 
She was the University’s man-hater. 
He told her a week after he started to rush 


her that some day he would kiss her. And 
thirteen weeks later he did it. 
“And was it really worth all that effort?” 
she asked lovingly. 
“It was worth more than 


you can ever know,” he 





But the ring was just 
really foo cute to give 
back!” Record. 


A Bird of a Story 
a genius.” 


reckon he is! 
scarecrow on his 


“You say he’s 

“Wall, I 
Built a 
pap’s co’n-field 

“And it frightened away 
all the birds? 

“Skeered ‘em plumb to 
death. One ol’ crow brought 
back the stole the 


” 


co’n he 





Gargoyle. 





answered. 

And the next day he 
collected $78.95 from the 
bunch who had said it 
couldn’t be Sun 
Dial 


done 


Missing 
“Yes, mum, 
was four pounds of 


there 
veal 





here, but the cat ate it 
up.” 
Mistress (Puts the cat on 
om, the scales. Finds that it 





year before.”’ 


Knock 


She—lI hear that Jack is earning good money. 
Oh, I guess 
Widow. 


He (the rival, pricking up his ears) 
what little he gets is good, all right. 


SEXUAL 





ILLUSTRATED 

By WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, MD., Ph.D. 

SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN 
What every young man and 

Every young woman should know 

1 00 What every young husband and 

7 Every young wife should know 

Postpai What every parent should know 
Mailed in tied 'n plata Cloth binding—320 pages—many Iilustrations. 
Table of contents, and commendations, on request. 





KNOWLEDGE— 





AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY, 1009 Winston Bidg., Philadelphia 








The Soph Who Forgot His Non-Skid Chains.—Tiger 


Gastronomic Geography 

He—And after I get off the car, which way 
do I turn to get to your house? 

She—Why, right in front of you on the cor 
ner you'll see a candy store—a very nice candy 
store—and—er—when you come out, you walk 
two blocks east.—Punch Bowl. 


Wotta Woild 
“You said you’d show me 
night,” she exclaimed, bitterly, 
her toward the movies. 
“Yes,” he chuckled, villain that he was, “I 
did. Thoughtless of me not to have spelled out 
‘reel’ for you when I said it.”—Sun Dial. 


a real time to- 


as he 


steered 


weighs just four pounds.) 

Yes, Bridget, you are right. 
There is the meat, but, Bridget, where is 
the cat?—Burr. 





Use Cuticura Soap 
To Clear Y our Skin 


All druggists; Soap 2%. Ointment % & 30. Taloum 2. 
Sample each free of ‘‘Cuticura, Dept. B, "a 





| 


RAISE BELGIAN HARES 7 


HUGE PROFITS easily ond plonsentiy made — 
furniah ee = tnd ® per 


Pa Habs Fe? oetine fs free. 
WATIONAL F000 & FuR Fun ASSOCIATION 
222 MILWAUREE. 











pe “The Crimes 
Sss—= of Germany” 


The Most Astonishing and 
Horrifying Book Ever Published 


HE CRIMES OF GERMANY?” is an authentic record of Germany’s 
atrocities. It describes in the language of eye-witnesses scores of 
hideous German crimes. Among the illustrations are reproductions 

of actual photographs of victims, living and dead. Every case covered could 


be proved in any civilized court of law. Sworn statements of onlookers are | 


on file in the archives of Belgium, France and England. 


Are You Familiar With the 
Character of Our Enemy? 


Theodore Roosevelt at a meeting of the American Defense Society, pub- 
lishers of this book, said: “I hope to see the American Defense Society 
this aggressive, fighting Society—circulate the documents that will both 
arouse us to the need of action and also show us the necessity of fighting 
this war through until it is crowned by a peace of overwhelming triumph for 
the right. For that purpose it is necessary to instruct our people, to show 
them that this war which is going on on the other side does not rank with 
the ‘movies’ they go to see. It is necessary to show them what German 
domination has meant in Belgium and Northern France, the hideousness 
of what has been done to Servia, to Roumania, what it will mean for man- 
kind to see the resources of civilization ingeniously turned to destruction 
instead of construction. That is what we have seen in Germany.” 


Every American Citizen 
should read this book for the greater understanding of Germany, the 
enemy of mankind, and her gruesome and degenerate crimes. 


“The Crimes of Germany ” 
created a furore in England, where millions of copies were circulated among 


English troops. 
$1.00 Brings the Book to You 


Do not fail to read the most startling book of the war. 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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Department 








One Without English, and One With 
Aug. 22 

Dear Sir: You will be probably very sur 
prised receiving this letter, but that America 
has brought in France her right means so muc! 
to every Frenchman—and so I pray you t 
find among your readers two young ladic 
whom would like having French pilots t 
write with. (Your address has been taken ou 
of the JupGe.) Still, there may be one not 
knowing the French but the second must write 
French. We are aviators aged 21 and 20 and 
really wanting a strong American-like help. 
America’s doing everything so finely. 

Hoping for the best and thanking you, I remain 

Yours respec tfully 
H. M. Hamraux 
Caporal Pilote Aviateur, Ecole de Tirs Aerie 
Cazaux (Gironde), France. 

This is my address and I should like some 
body speaking English. 

CAPORAL Prost Epovarp, Pilote Aviateur 
Ecole de Tirs Aerien, Cazaux (Gironde), France 

and this is the one that does not speak 
English. Be kind—H. M. H. 


Are You a ‘*Female Reader’’? 
Co. M, 22 U. S. Inf. 
Camp Syracuse, New York. 
Dear Sir: As a constant reader of your 
indispensable “laugh provoker,” JupcE, | 
am writing for a little help ang maybe sym 
pathy from you. Would like to correspond 
with some of your female readers who would be 
interested in some of the trials and tribulations 
etc., of a common ordinary doughboy trying 
to do his bit. We are quarantined to the 
limits of the company street as a case of 
measles has broken out. 
Pyr. ARTHUR R. PERRY, JR. 


Girls, Is Your French Equal to the 
Occasion? 
Aux Armées le 20 Aotitt 1918 

Monsieur le Directeur: Ayant trés souvent 
sous mes yeux votre joli journal, JUDGE, « 
étant trés désireux de correspondre avec uni 
Miss de cette terre alliée; qui aujourd’hu 
lutte aux cétés du la France pour le droit. . . . 

Je viens vous solliciter, cher monsieur, de bis 
vouloir, par ° ions, me faire connaitr 
une marraineé it lire et écrire le Frangais 

Suivent, quelques renseignements qui peuven 
vous étre nécessaires 

Je suis dans l’artillerie d’assaut, Chars 
Légers Renault, fils d’un bijoutier habitant 
Besancon. J’ai un frére tué a l’ennemi, deu 
sceurs dont leur maris furent tués aussi, e! 
j'ai encore deux fréres au front, et une sceul 
qui seule s’occupe de moi 

Dans l’espoir d’une réponse favorabl 
recevez, monsieur, les sentiments de m«¢ 
considerations disiinguées. 

Pretot Epmonp, AS: 324., Convoi 
Automobiles, Paris, France. 
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